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Dimestore Perfume 


Author's Notes: 
This was supposed to be porny. Instead it\'s kind of depressing. 


Sorry.. 


It's late when Kirk comes in, slipping into the hotel room like a wraith. It isn't the noise that wakes James up; 
Kirk hardly makes a sound, shedding his shoes at the door and creeping towards the bed on careful, quiet feet. 
Its the smell, cheap perfume and cigarettes, like he'd been wallowing backstage at a strip joint. James's eyes 
snap open and he growls low, freezing Kirk on the spot. 


"Shit, sorry." There's a moment of awkward silence, and Kirk laughs nervously to fill it. "I thought this was my 
room. It all looks the same, you know." He shifts back and James can see a glint as his eyes catch the light 


that slants in through half-closed blinds. 


"Horseshit," he answers. "If you thought it was your room, you'd have turned on the lights." More silence 
greets the accusation. "You smell like shit. Go take a shower." 


Kirk stands for a second in the darkness, then turns towards the bathroom. His short journey is as quiet as 
his entrance was, and James drifts back into a state of half-sleep. A couple of months ago, he'd have been 
wide awake, wondering what Kirk wanted at this hour, but he's used to it by now. Kirk comes in and sits on the 
edge of the bed and strokes his hair and talks to him. Just talks, words tumbling out in a soft river like a 


lullaby. He never remembers what Kirk says. It's never anything very important. 


There is a hissing gurgle from the bathroom and the shower head spits water onto cold tile. James stirs in 
the bed, gasping and sighing and opening his eyes again. The hotel isn't as bad as some they've been in, but the 
plumbing is noisy and intrusive. He won't be able to get back to sleep now, so he rolls out of bed and pulls on a 


pair of old sweatpants. 


Kirk is sitting on the toilet, still fully clothed, when James sticks his head into the bathroom. He glances up and 
offers a wan smile, which James takes as an invitation He settles himself on the sparse bathmat, hissing when 
his bare shoulders touch the chilly wall. Kirk makes no move to get into the shower, and James wrinkles his 


nose against the intrusive smell of cologne, familiar somehow and all the more offensive for it. 


"Where have you been?" he demands. He's answered by a shrug. Pale curls of steam drift out from behind the 


shower curtain, and he watches them for a moment, still dazed with sleep. "Somewhere. You stink" 
"Does it matter?" 


"Guess not" But it does. He doesn't like the stench that clings to Kirk's baby-soft skin. It conjures up all sorts 
of mental images that he finds both disturbing and infuriating. "I just wondered. Usually you don't. you know." 


Usually he doesn't reek of someone else when he shows up at night. James is offended by the idea that Kirk 
would choose to come to him second, shrouded in the scent of a night's debaucheries. By the traditional 
measure, the night is still young, but that's hardly the point. James doesn't even want to consider what other 
smells might be wound around Kirk's limbs, hidden by his clothes. The thought makes him want to vomit. 


‘I'm sorry. | meant to be here earlier, but | got distracted" Kirk stands and strips off his shirt. James's 
stomach clenches in preparation of fury, but all he smells is the perfume, that cheap fucking tang that 


shocked him out of a sound sleep. 


"You got distracted." Distracted from what, though? From sitting in the dark and telling stories to a man who 
barely hears them? James shakes his head and rubs his face. "Look, Kirk, just go back to your room. This is 


getting too surreal." 
‘lm sorry." If he says it one more time, James is going to punch him in the face. Except there's something 
about him tonight, like he's looser than usual. The apologies don't sound like apologies, they sound like bait, and 


that just confuses James further. "Do you mind if | go ahead and shower? | might as well since I'm here." 


James shrugs and turns his face away as Kirk slips out of his tight little pants. The stench of the perfume 


fades a little, lost in steam and sweat as Kirk steps into the shower. James stares at the wall, eyes unfocused 
as his mind wanders. He ought to get up and go back to bed, but the thought of moving makes his entire body 
go limp with weariness. The bathroom floor isn't comfortable, but its better than levering himself up and 
staggering to the room. 


"James." He looks up in mild surprise, arching his eyebrows. Kirk is half hanging out of the shower, an 
embarrassed grin on his face, curly hair plastered to his dark forehead. "Can you hand me some soap? There's 


none in here." 


James just stares for a second. He can hear the gears grinding in his head as he processes the request. Of 
course there's no soap in the shower; he crawled straight into bed as soon as they checked in and the 
courtesy soaps are still in their little basket next to the sink Slowly, he stands and manages to fumble one out. 
Kirk laughs. 


"Go to bed, man. I'll only be a few more minutes." He takes the soap and unwraps it carefully, dropping the 
paper on the floor. James glances down at it, then back up at Kirk's face, damp and flushed with the heat of 


his shower. 


lm all right," he protests, flapping a hand dismissively. The trip back to the bed seems daunting, and besides, 
the bathroom is warm and the smell of that cheap perfume has nearly faded from the air. That patch on the 
wall is still warm and he pushes back against it like a bear scratching its back on a tree. Kirk stares at him 


for a few more seconds, then ducks back behind the shower curtain. 


Time slows down. The bathroom grows more and more humid, sodden like a swamp. James's ass falls asleep, 
then his legs, and no matter how he shifts them they just grow more numb. Inside the shower, Kirk hums 
softly. James can only hear bits and pieces of the song. The spray is too arrhythmic, the pipes are too loud. 
He thinks he might be going mad. Kirk starts to sing. 


James recognizes the song better this time, though he still can't name it. He knows the words, though. 
Snatches of lyrics drift through his mind, flashing behind his eyes and tickling the tip of his tongue. Something 
about being tired and trying so hard and getting nowhere. Something about leaving. 


He stands up and shucks the sweatpants, a half-formed fury in his mind. Kirk isn't leaving. Kirk isn't going 
anywhere. |t doesn't occur to him that it might just be a song. Kirk's no idiot; if he showed up smelling like 
someone else and singing songs about going away, he'd planned it. James knows, knows with a sick certainty, 
that Kirk is doing this on purpose. To what end, he can't imagine. It doesn't matter. 


He tugs the shower curtain back and steps in, looming easily over Kirk. He seems even smaller now, hair 
plastered to his head, suds rinsing down his back. James wants to grip him and shake him and make him stay. 
He just stares up with big, dark eyes and takes James's hands in his own. 


"Please?" They turn, a slow pivot like a dance step, and then James's arms are locked around Kirk, pressing him 


close. He shies away a little, but Kirk has his wrists held tight. "Don't let go." There's nothing seductive about 


Kirk's manner, nothing even suggestive. James relaxes. 


"What is this?" he asks. Kirk shifts, rubbing his back against James's chest. The friction sends a little spark 
racing down James's spine, but he ignores it. Something is wrong with Kirk "Are you all right?" Then, sickly 


inspired. "Did someone hurt you?" 


"No. Yes." Kirk laughs a little and turns his head, pushing his cheek hard against James's shoulder. "All of the 
above? | don't know." James realizes that he's stroking Kirk's belly, soothing him like he would soothe a dog. "I'm 


just confused and | needed company.” 
‘Ils this about-" 


"James." Kirk's body goes tense for a moment and James's hands dip lower, fingers pressing Kirk's hipbones. He 


relaxes again, leans back further. "| don't want to talk about it. | just. want this." 


"This. Standing in the shower?" A faint shrug. Fine, James can do this. It's strange, but he can do it. He knows 
what this is about now, knows what all of it was about. The stories and the sneaking in and the perfume. Oh 


yes. He recognizes the perfume. "It's not gonna change anything.’ 


"I don't want to change anything," Kirk protests. "| want to forget. | want it to go the fuck away! ls that 
wrong?" James doesn't answer. He does think it's wrong, but he doesn't blame Kirk. It's been hard on him. 


Hardest. "Can it just. go away? For one night?" 


"No." Kirk recoils and James slams him back hard, fingers biting deep enough to bruise. " You started this, Kirk. 
You're the one who came into my room wearing his fucking cologne. Don't even say shit like that" There's 
silence then, and James notices that the hot water is failing slowly. Kirk is shivering, and he shifts to bear the 
brunt of the cooling spray. 


"I didn't mean for this to happen. | didn't even mean to come here. | meant to go back to my room and wash 


off and then come see you.” 


"But you didn't." James wonders if Kirk bought the cologne or if he just breezed by a department store and 
had a little free sample. He's not sure he wants to know. "You came to me." His hands stroke again, slow and 
gentle circles up and down Kirk's hips and thighs. Kirk sags against his chest, tips his head back. James can't 


tell if the moisture on his face is water or tears. 

‘I'm sorry." He tries to smile bravely, but it only comes out watery and unsure. "Ill go back to my room now." 
James releases him and they climb out of the shower. Neither bothers to dry off. Kirk pads out into the room 
and grabs a shirt from James's suitcase. It hangs down to his knees. 


"You can stay." 


"But I'll go." And he does, pulling the door shut behind him so quietly that James flinches. He wishes that Kirk 


had stayed. There was something frantic in his eyes there for a moment, something that James doesn't trust 


in the least. He should follow. 


But he doesn't. He just sits on the bed and thinks of that cheap cologne and the bus and the broken, beaten 
look on Kirk's face. He thinks about Lars, wonders if Lars is thinking about the same thing. He knows that Lars 
dreams about it; he talks in his sleep sometimes, and when he does, it's about the accident. He thinks about 


how he's just been soldiering along, pretending that everything is all right, and how fucked up that is. 


He goes into the bathroom and picks up Kirk's shirt. It still smells like that fucking cologne, and it turns his 
stomach. At least he knows why now. He waits for a long time for the door to open again, admitting Kirk, but 


nothing happens. Any other night, it would have been a relief. 


Tonight, he sleeps with Kirk's shirt under his cheek, cheap cologne in his nostrils, and he dreams of the world 


turning upside down. 


